'Certainly.'

There was a pregnant pause. I saw the two exchange
looks. Then:

'When did you arrive in St Gatien?'

It was the fat man once more.

'On Tuesday.'

'From?'

'Nice.'

'At what time did you leave Nice?5

'I left by the nine twenty-nine train.'

'At what time did you get to the Reserve?'

'Just before dinner,, at about seven o'clock.'

'But the Nice train arrives at Toulon at three thirty.
There is a bus for St Gatien at four. You should have
arrived at five. Why were you late?'

'This is ridiculous.'

He looked up quickly. The small eyes were coldly
menacing.

'Answer my question. Why were you late?'

'Very well. I left my suitcase in Toulon station and went
for a walk down to the waterfront. I had not seen Toulon
before and there was another bus at six.'

He wiped the inside of his collar thoughtfully.

'What is your salary, Monsieur Vadassy?'

'Sixteen hundred francs a month.'

'That is not very much, is it?'

'Unfortunately, no.'

'The Contax is an expensive camera?'

'It is a good one.'

'No doubt; but I am asking you how much you paid for
it.'

'Four thousand, five hundred francs.'

He whistled softly. 'Nearly three months' pay, eh?'
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